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hidden in them, they can do anything! We only have to
make them aware of their own worth, so that they will
be free to develop	"
Her words gave rise to mixed feelings in the mother's
heart. For some reason she felt sorry for Sophia, in an
inoffensive, friendly way, and she wanted to hear her
speak other, more simple words
"Who will ever reward you for your efforts?" she
asked quietly and sadly.
"We have already been rewarded," answered Sophia,
and it seemed to the mother that there was pride in her
voice. "We have found a way of life that suits us. We
live with all the powers of the spirit—what else could we
ask of life?"
The mother glanced at her and dropped her eyes, once
more thinking:
"Rybin won't like her."
They walked quickly, but without haste, breathing deep
of the sweet air, and the mother imagined that she was
going on a pilgrimage. She recalled the joy with which,
in her childhood, she had left her village to attend holi-
day services at a distant monastery where there was a
miracle-working icon.
Sometimes Sophia would sing some new song about the
sky or about love, in a soft melodious voice; or sometimes
she would recite poems about the fields and forests and
the Volga, and the mother would listen and smile, invol-
untarily nodding in rhythm to the verse, succumbing to
its music.
She felt all warm and quiet and thoughtful inside, as
if she were in a cosy garden nook on a summer evening.
They arrived at their destination on the third day. The
mother asked a muzhik who was working in the fields
where the tar works were, and soon they were going down
a steep woodland path wheire the roots of the trees formed

